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Keep the Bells Ringing! 


As CHRISTMAS time draws near, bells 
seem to appear everywhere. We see all kinds 
of bells in the store windows and the street 
decorations in our larger cities, and then one 
by one they appear in the windows of our 
homes and on our front doors. 

Many of these bells do not ring, but they 
remind us of the merry Christmas chimes 
and the glad song of the angels who came to 
tell the shepherds of the birth of the new 
King of the earth. The Bible does not tell 
us that bells rang on that night so long ago, 
but it does tell us of the angel chorus that 
brought the good tidings of peace on earth, 
good will among men. We want our songs 
to be as glad and happy as theirs, so we 
brighten our songs with the ringing of bells. 

For hundreds of years we have rung bells 
to usher in Christmas. Ringing bells is a 
beautiful way to tell all the world how glad 
we are that Jesus Christ came to earth, bring- 
ing us Christmas. 

In olden times every church and most of 
our schools had bell ringers, who rang the 
sweet-sounding bells by pulling on a rope 
attached to the bell. Today, many of our 
bells or chimes are attached to organs and 


are played by electricity to give us the beau- J 
tiful music of Christmas. j 

Very few of us ever have the opportunity 9 
to ring these bells, but there are bells that § 
we can keep ringing all the time. These bells 7 
are the bells that ring in our hearts and minds 
when we send out thoughts of love to others 
or receive thoughts of love. When Dad looks 
at your report card and says, “Fine work, 
Son,” doesn’t that set a bell ringing in your 
heart and mind? Or when Mother puts her 
arm around you and draws you close to tell 
you what a splendid little helper you are, 
doesn’t your heart sing with gladness like the 
ringing of bells? Or when the older person 
you carried the bundle for or helped by clean- 
ing the snow off the walk smiles at you and 
says, “Thank you, dear,” don’t you skip away 
with the bells of gladness ringing inside you! 
These are the bells we must keep ringing, 
not only at this happy Christmas season, but 
all the days of all the years. 


Merry Christmas! 
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A Littl Lamb 


by Kathryn Gibson 


When Jesus was born in the long ago, 

A little lamb was the first to know; 

He was fast asleep in the dark of night 
When suddenly there was a light. 


He yawned and stretched and opened one 

eye, The angels came to tell him then 
And saw a bright star in the sky; That Christ was born in the land of men. 
He gave a plaintive little bleat He and his friends hastened off to see 
And staggered up on his little lamb’s feet. If this wondrous thing could really be. 


A shepherd, sleeping on the ground, But the little lamb was so very small 
Awakened at the tiny sound; He could not stay awake at all; 
There in the sky he saw the star He snuggled up to his mother sheep 
And heard soft music from afar. ” And once again fell fast asleep! 
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l AM not going to put my shoe in the 
window on the eve of Mikulas Day,” said 
Andras Nyari. “American boys do not cele- 
brate Mikulas Day.” 

Janos, his little brother, looked at Andras 
in astonishment. 

“Why, we always put our shoes in the 
window,” he cried. “If we do not, Mikulas 
will not leave us any sweets or gifts. Anyuka 
(Mother), why is Andras talking this 
way?” 

Mrs. Nyari patted Janos’ dark head. “You 
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boys may put your shoes in the window on 
Mikulas Eve even though our American 
friends do not observe that day,” she said 
quietly. 

“If our American friends do not observe 
it, then we shouldn't,” declared Andras. 
“You, yourself, said that we should learn 
to live as our sponsors do. The Olsons are 
Our sponsors, and Johnny Olson doesn’t 
even know about Mikulas Day.” 

His mother smiled. “I do not think the 
Olsons would mind if we observed a little 
of our Hungarian Christmas during our first 
year in the United States. The Christmas 
season should be a time of joy. You don’t 
have to put your shoe in the window if you 
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do not want to, Andras. But I know Janos 
will be disappointed if you do not share 
the joy of Mikulas Eve with him.” 

Andras looked at Janos’ puzzled face. 
Then he regarded his mother thoughtfully. 
How could he make her see how he felt? 
When you were a boy in the fifth grade of 
an American school, you wanted to do ex- 
actly as the other boys did. It was more im- 
portant than disappointing your little 
brother. It was more important than the fun 
of Mikulas Eve. 

Everything had happened so fast during 
the last few months that Andras felt a 
little bewildered at times. Almost before he 
realized it, he had left his home in Hun- 
gary and found himself living with a strange 
family in a new country. Apuka (Father) 
had explained that the Olson family were 
giving the Nyaris a home until they could 
find a place to live. Apuka was working as 
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a carpenter in Mr. Olson’s construction firm. 
Andras knew that his parents were happy 
in their new country. 

Johnny Olson was just Andras’ age. The 
two boys had become the best of friends. 
Johnny was so eager for Andras to learn to 
speak the English language that he drilled 
him every time they were together. 

“After I teach you English, then you must 
teach me Hungarian,” Johnny said. 

As he walked to school with his friend 
that morning, Andras found himself still 
thinking about Mikulas Day. It had always 
been such a happy time for him! How he 
had looked forward to both the Christmas 
holidays in Hungary! 

Apuka had taught him the meaning of 
each special day. He knew that Mikulas Day 
was in honor of the bishop, Miklos. To the 
Hungarian children, he was Mikulas, who 
came to visit their homes on the eve of De- 
cember the 6th. To prepare for his visit, each 
child cleaned a shoe, lined it with red paper, 
and placed it in a window. 

All over Hungary, happy children went 
to bed, knowing that during the night 
Mikulas would fill their shoes with candy, 
candied fruit, and other goodies. Andras 
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and Janos had had such fun trying to guess 
what kind of sweets they would find in their 
shoe. 

Each year Apuka told the same little joke. 
Although he tried to look serious, there was 
laughter in his eyes. 

“How do you know you will get candy 
in your shoes?” he would ask. “Maybe you 
will find a switch or a chunk of black coal.” 

On Mikulas morning Andras and Janos 
always tiptoed to the window and peered 
into their shoes. Apuka pretended to be sur- 
prised at the goodies, and everybody was gay 
and happy. 

Andras felt a little different about Christ- 
mas Day. It was a more serious time, a time 
when even a ten-year-old boy thought about 
the true meaning of Christmas. Anyuka did 
not want her children to think only of gifts. 
But this celebration, too, had its delightful 
moments. 

Several days before Christmas, Anyuka 
shut the door to the front room of their 
home. ‘The little Jesus is going to send his 
angels to get your tree ready,” she would say 
softly. “It will take the angels several days. 
You children must stay away from the door. 
You must not rap or disturb the angels in 
any way.” 

The boys tried very hard to stay away 
from that door. They knew they must wait 
until Christmas Eve, when a little bell would 
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ring. The bell was the signal for them to 
open the door to view their tree. 

That was the way it had been in Hun- 
gary. Now the Nyaris were in America, and 
they would adopt American ways. Janos was 
too young to care how American boys cele- 
brated Christmas. Andras was glad that his 
little brother could still have the fun of 
Mikulas Day. 

But when December came, Andras found 
that it was not going to be easy to put Miku- 
las Day out of his mind. Rising early one 
morning, his mother said that it was time 
to start baking her holiday Hungarian pastry. 

“I must bake enough makos kalacs (poppy 
seed roll) and dios kalacs (walnut roll) 
for us and the Olson family.” She smiled. 
“It is one thing that I can do for our new 
friends.” 

Soon, the house became filled with ap- 
petizing odors. Mrs. Olson came over to 
watch the baking, and Johnny could scarcely 
be dragged from the kitchen. In spite of his 
decision, Andras began to feel the old ex- 
citement stealing over him. Mikulas Day had 
been such fun! 

Several times each day Janos begged 
Andras to change his mind. 

“It won’t be any fun without you,” he 
sighed. “Oh, I do hope Mikulas can find 
his way over here from Hungary!” 

“Mikulas can find his way anywhere in 
the world,” Andras assured him. “You be 
a good boy, and you will find your shoe just 
filled with good things.” 

When Mikulas Eve arrived, Janos spent 
a long time cleaning one of his best shoes. 
Andras helped him polish it and line it with 
red paper. Soon, it was in the bedroom win- 
dow, looking a little lonesome and out of 
place. Janos, however, did not seem to real- 
ize that he was the only child in the neigh- 

(Please turn to page 13) 
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What the Story Told Before 


The Shaw family—Ma, Pa, Grandma, 
Serilda, Jeff, Bill, and their dog, Grover— 
lived in the valley of the Grand River in 
northern Missouri. The time was October, 
1866. A covered bridge was being built, and 
everyone nearby was interested. 

As Serilda watched, suddenly Grover 
growled, and Serilda jumped to her feet as 
Colonel Thompson rode by on his black stal- 
lion. Serilda was still grieving because Pa 
had sold her horse, Coaly, to help pay for 
a team of Percherons to use in hauling lum- 
ber for the bridge. 

“Mark what I say, Grover,” she said. 
“Someday I'll have me a horse of my very 
own—a fine high-stepping one like Colonel 
Thompson's Thoroughbred.” 

When the men came by with the load of 
lumber for the new bridge, Serilda rode the 
rest of the way with them. She saw movers 
stop at the campsite—a man and woman 
and three small children. Behind them, a 


girl about Serilda’s age herded several 
horses. One of them was very lame. 

The next day was filled with excitement. 
Serilda, dressed in her Sunday clothes and 
wearing the gold locket her mother had 
given her, hustled off to school. As she 
passed the campsite on her way home from 
school that evening, she found the girl, 
Katie Griggs, waiting for her. Katie was 
troubled. She said her father was going to 
shoot the lame horse. Serilda loved horses 
and was furious with Katie's father. She 
begged him to give the horse to her so she 
could make her well. He offered to sell the 
horse. Serilda had no money, so she traded 
her gold locket for the horse. Katie was 
waiting at the road for Serilda as she started 
up the long, steep hill, leading the lame 
horse. “Her name is Star,” Katie said softly. 


Part Three 


S ERILDA was glad that the men who were 
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working on the bridge had gone home and 
that Amos Carter was not on the ferry. 
Never had the hill looked so long and so 
steep. 

She tugged on the halter, and the horse 
took a crippling step; then they rested; then 
they took another step. It seemed they hard- 
ly moved at all. Serilda choked back the 
tears and petted and talked and pulled again 
on the halter. 

Halfway up the hill was a spring by the 
side of the road. Here, Serilda took her din- 
ner pail and brought water. She patted the 
thin, trembling body, and her hand was 
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Grandma pushed the bottle in the horse’s mouth. 
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trembling, too. “Star, Star—don’t give up! 
Don’t stop! Someday we'll go like the wind.” 

It was then she heard Jeff calling and saw 
him coming down the road with Grover. 

“Where’ve you been? Ma’s worried half 
to death, and Pa’s mad.” Jeff stopped stone 
still, his chin sagging. “Serilda, what you 
doin’ with the mover’s old crowbait?” 

“She’s not crowbait. She’s a horse. And 
she’s mine. I swapped for her. Oh, Jeff, he 
was going to kill her.” Serilda burst out 
sobbing. 

“Swapped for her? What—what did you 
swap?” Jeff asked in astonishment. 

Serilda could hardly say the words. “My— 
my locket.” 

Jeff stared, unbelieving. “You mean your 
gold locket—and chain—that Aunt Matilda 
sent you?” 

“But it was all I had, and he was going to 
shoot—right that minute. Oh, Jeff, please 
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Lord, this will be 


A happy day 
Because I'm taking 
Time to pray. 


don’t look at me like that.” Serilda choked 
back a sob. “I had to do something—and 
do it quick. And she’s a good horse; she just 
needs loving and taking care of. I’d rather 
have a horse than a locket anyway,” 

Jeff stood, silent. Grover sniffed around 
the strange horse and stood, waiting. 

Finally, Jeff took a deep breath. He 
walked around the horse, and then he 
leaned over and looked at the swollen leg. 
Serilda looked at Star, and her heart ached. 

Then Jeff straightened up, and the fright- 
ened, accusing look was gone from his 
eyes. 

“You pull, Serilda, and I'll push; what- 
ever you do, don’t let her lie down. If she 
ever does, we'll never get her up again.” 

It was almost dark when they got to the 
top of the hill and turned into the yard. Pa 
was waiting at the gate. 

“Serilda, where have you been since school 
was out?” 

Serilda took a long breath. “I’ve been— 
helpin’ my horse up the hill,” she stam- 


mered chokingly. “Oh, Pa—I——” 
“Your horse! Serilda, what have you 
done?” 
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Serilda felt an awful sinking in her stom- 
ach, and she put her hand on the horse’s 
neck. Jeff stood beside her, and Grover 
licked her hand. Then she told her father 
the whole story. 

Serilda had never seen Pa so angry. His 
voice was cold and sharp when he spoke. 

“Serilda, you’ve disobeyed your mother. 
You've ruined your Sunday clothes. You've 
traded off a gold necklace for a bag of 
bones. That man is a schemer, and he took 
advantage of you. And I’m going down and 
tell him so. I'll get the locket, and he can 
come and get the horse.” 

“Will,” Ma’s voice came from the steps, 
where she was listening, “supper’s ready 
and waiting. Come and eat. Then we can do 
our talking.” 

Pa stood for a minute before he turned 
toward the house. His face was gray, and 
he seemed like a stranger. Serilda wondered 
achingly if she would ever again see a 
twinkle in his eyes. 

Serilda and Jeff got the horse to the back 
yard and tied her to a tree. Then they went 
to the house. Ma looked at the dirty blue 
dress that had been so fresh and clean that 
morning; then she looked at Serilda’s throat, 
where she had fastened the locket. There 
was a look in her eyes that hurt more than 
words. All she said was, “Change your dress, 
Daughter. Put on the old gray linsey.” 

Supper was eaten in silence; only little 
Bill had anything to say. Serilda could 
hardly choke down the corn pone and baked 
potatoes. Even the hot gingerbread and 
honey stuck in her throat. 


Pa, too, ate little. He shoved his chair 
back from the table and looked across at 
his daughter. His glance softened. “Serilda, 
your mother is right. It’s best to wait ’til 
morning to straighten this out. Then, we'll 
return the horse and get the locket. But 
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while the horse is here, we'll do what we 
can to keep it alive. We'd be as bad as the 
mover if we let it suffer.” 

Serilda went out into the darkness. One 
night’s care would not make Star well. The 
mover would shoot her after all. ‘Please, 
God,” she prayed, “help us to make her 
well.” 

Pa came out, carrying coals on a shovel. 
“Get some kindlin’, and we'll build a fire 
under Ma’s washpot and heat some water. 
Then we'll get the old iron kettle and soak 
her foot and leg in hot salt water. Just like 
Ma did for you, Jeff, when you ran that big 
splinter in your foot. We'll do what we can.” 

Soon, the salt water was ready, and the 
horse, too sick to care, let them put her foot 
in the kettle. As the water cooled, Serilda 
added more hot water. Star stood there quiet- 
ly, head down, eyes half-closed. Pa offered 
her water, but she would not drink; and 
she paid no attention to corn held under her 
muzzle. 

Serilda tried to swallow the hard lump in 
her throat. Even if the mover got the horse, 
she wished with all her might for it to live. 

“That’s all we can do,” Pa said after a 
while. 

“But, Pa, can’t Jeff and I stay up tonight 
and take turns watching?” Serilda begged. 
“Keeping the water hot might help a lot.” 

Pa looked at the horse and then at Serilda. 
Finally, he nodded his head and turned to- 
ward the house. 

In a while Grandma came out, a pan in 
one hand and a long-necked quart bottle in 
the other. She looked at the horse and 
shook her head. Then she turned to Serilda, 
her eyes a little sad. “If she’s going to get 
well, she has to have something in her stom- 
ach to go on, and she’s took sick to eat. 
I've mixed up some eggs and honey with 
milk. It’s real strengthenin’. Jeff, throw that 
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halter rope over a limb and pull her head 
up. Serilda, you steady her.” Before the 
horse knew what was happening, Grandma 
pushed the neck of the bottle in the side of 
its mouth and poured the reviving mixture 
down its throat. 

Grandma ran her wrinkled hand along 
the side of the horse’s neck and over her ribs. 
“She feels plumb cold. You'd better get that 
old comfort out of the shed to put over her,” 
They stood quietly, looking at Star. Then 
Grandma handed Serilda the pan. “There's 
more here you can give her later if you 
think she needs it.” 

It was late when Ma came out, bringing 
a thick comfort and an old quilt. There were 
two pieces of gingerbread, too. She looked 
at the horse, wrapped in the old comfort, 
with its foot in the kettle. Then she looked 
at the children, and Serilda had never seen 
Ma’s eyes so sad. 

“One of you had better rest while the 
other one watches,” Ma said as she spread 
the comfort on the ground. “Remember, 
there’re timbers to haul tomorrow and an- 
other day of school.” 


She bent to kiss Serilda. Suddenly, Serilda 
was sobbing, with Ma’s arms tight around 
her. “I’m sorry, Ma—about not coming— 
straight home—and about the locket. But I 
had to help Star. I couldn’t let her be killed. 
And the girl, Katie—she couldn’t stand it 
either. Ma, I’ve wanted a horse. I’ve missed 
Coaly so.” 

“I know,” Ma said quietly, and she patted 
Serilda’s shoulder. 

Jeff looked soberly into the fire. “Pa 
knows you miss Coaly, but he needed the big 
team more than you needed Coaly,” he 
said. “He'll get another horse as soon as he 
can.” 

Ma stood quietly for a minute; then she 
went back to the house, 
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Table Blessing 


By Florence Gresham 


Thank You, God, for this good food 
And other Christmas joys, 

And may these blessings fill and thrill 
The hearts of girls and boys. 


Serilda and Jeff sat down on the comfort 
and talked. Back in the woods a hoot owl 
called, and over toward the Dentons, a wolf 
howled. Later, they managed to give Star 
the second quart of the mixture. Then Jeff 
built up the fire, filled the washpot with 
water, and curled up on the comfort and 
went sound asleep. 

All the worry and trouble of the evening 
settled in Serilda’s heart. She put her hand 
against Star's neck, and the tears streamed 
down her cheeks. The horse turned its head 
and gave a soft little nicker. . 

It seemed hours later when Grover 
growled suddenly and looked toward the 
road. Serilda put her hand in his thick hair 
and hushed him. She thought she heard a 
horse. A twig snapped, and then all was 


- still. A shiver of fear ran over her. 


Then Katie stepped softly out of the 
shadows and motioned to Serilda, a finger 
on her lips. 

“As soon as you took the horse,” Katie 
whispered, ‘‘Pa decided we'd leave early this 
morning. He made us get ready. I slipped off 
to tell you good-by. He thinks I’m getting 
the horses. Look, Serilda, I wanted you to 
know.” She pulled the gold locket from the 
neck of her dress. “Ma got Pa to give this 
to her, and she gave it to me for a keep- 
sake. Serilda, I'll wear it and remember you 
always.” 

Serilda threw her arms around Katie and 


gave her a quick squeeze. “Oh, Katie. I 
love you, and I'll remember, too.” 

“And listen,” Katie whispered tensely, 
“don’t tell anyone I’ve been here. Pa has 
something that by rights is yours. I tried to 
get it to bring, but I couldn’t. It's——” A 
horse’s footsteps sounded in the road. 
“That's my horse. I’ve got to go. Good-by.” 

Serilda stood, listening, until the last soft 
footfall of the horse died away. Jeff slept on, 
unaware of the visitor, but Grover walked 
back and forth beyond the fire, eying the 
darkness. 

Serilda built up the fire and warmed the 
salt water. She put her hand underneath 
the old comfort. Star felt warm. ‘Thank 
You, God,” she whispered; then she sat 
down near the horse’s head and leaned back 
against the tree. Grover stretched out, head 
on paws, beside her. It was a long night. 
What would Pa do now? And what did 
Katie mean when she said, “Pa has some- 
thing that by rights is yours?” 

Serilda awoke with a start. Someone was 
shaking her. She felt cold and afraid. 

“It’s Pa, Serilda. You and Jeff get up and 
go into the house and get in bed. I'll take a 
turn with the horse.” His voice was tender 
and loving. Serilda flung her arms around 
his neck and buried her face on his shoulder. 
“Oh, Pa, I’m glad you've come. I’m sorry 
—I traded off the locket—but I had to 
save the horse——” 

Pa held her close and stroked her hair. 
“But, Daughter,” he said huskily, “‘you have 
to mind Ma and me. When you make a 
promise, you must keep it. When you want 
to swap for something—ask us.” 

Serilda rubbed her face against Pa’s shirt. 

“I’ve been thinking tonight,” Pa went on. 
“We'll leave things be as they are. You've 
lost the locket, and you may lose the horse; 
but you made your own decision. Ma and I 
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think it’s best for you to abide by it.” 

A great peace settled over Serilda. 

“Pa,” she asked shakily, “if I keep Star, 
can I stay home and take care of her? Maybe 
that will make her live.” 

“Yes, tomorrow,” Pa agreed. “You'd be 
no good at school after tonight. Now, it’s 
late. Wake Jeff and go to the house.” 

“Pa, I'll learn every word in that old 
speller. I really, truly will,” Serilda said 
gratefully. And Pa smiled, with the old 
twinkle in his eyes. 

(To be continued) 


Mikulas Day in America 


(Continued from page 7) 


borhood who was awaiting the arrival of 
Mikulas. 

Apuka and Anyuka came into the bed- 
room to share in his excitement. Feeling a 
little sad, Andras sat down on the bed and 
stared at the wall. 

“Andras, where is your shoe?” Apuka 
asked suddenly. 

Andras could not have told anybody why 
he hurried to the closet to get his shoe. 
Maybe it was because he did not want to 
disappoint Janos, whose eyes were as big 
as saucers. Maybe it was because he had 
really wanted all along to put his shoe in 
the window. 

As he polished his shoe, he heard Johnny's 
voice. Munching a piece of dios kalacs, his 
friend entered the room. 

“What's Janos so excited about?” he 
asked curiously. 

Fairly bubbling over with joy and im- 
portance, Janos led Johnny to the window. 
“Mikulas will come tonight and fill my shoe 
with goodies,” he said. “Andras will put his 
shoe in the window, too.” 
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God, look into 
My heart and see 
The happiness 

Your love brings me. 


Johnny looked mystified. “What's it all 
about?” he inquired. “Who is Mikulas?” 

Apuka, who could speak English very 
well, explained the old custom of putting 
shoes in the window on the eve of Decem- 
ber the 6th. “We observe both Mikulas Day 
and your Christmas celebration,” he added. 

Johnny’s eyes began to shine. He begged 
Apuka to tell him all about Christmas in 
Hungary. Then he suddenly bolted from the 
room. In a few minutes he was back, hold- 
ing a brown shoe in his hand. The shoe fair- 
ly shone with fresh polish. 

“May I put my shoe in the window, too?” 
he asked eagerly. “Mikulas Eve sounds like 
such fun. Mom and Dad said that they 
thought maybe Mikulas would put a little 
something in my shoe, too. Why didn’t you 
tell me about all of this before, Andras? 
From now on, I want to do everything that 
you and Janos do.” 

“I am certain that Mikulas will leave 
something in your shoe,” said Apzka, smil- 
ing. “Andras will show you how to line the 
shoe with red paper.” 

Soon, there were three shoes lined with 

(Please turn to page 30) 
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= STAR children finished their game of 
tag and gathered on the Milky Way to rest 
awhile. All, that is, but Twinkie. He was 
too busy pouting. Mother had called them 
all in to wash their little star faces. Twinkie 
did not like to wash his face, so he pouted! 
Twinkie always wanted to play some- 
thing else when the other stars decided to 
play school or tag, and then he pouted! He 
did not like to say I’m sorry when he bumped 
into another star. He just pouted! Finally, 
the other stars did not even bother to ask 
him to play with them, and so he pouted! 
Now, when a little star does not wash 
his face and do a lot of smiling, he loses his 
sparkle. And when he does not sparkle, he 
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cannot be seen, and he can easily get lost in 
the big, big sky. 

Twinkie had never been chosen to help 
shine in the little dipper, and he pouted 
about that. And since he did not often wash 
his face either, why, he just got darker and 
darker and DARKER! Even his own mother 
could not see him one night when she gath- 
ered all her little star children around her. 

Of course, Twinkie pouted some more 
about that, and great-big tears fell from his 
eyes and landed on the gardens of the earth 
below. He felt very badly. He would run 
away—that’s what he would do. 

But Twinkie was only a small star. He 
forgot he had never been away from his 
home along the Milky Way. Sure enough, 
he soon got himself lost in the big, big sky; 
and he began to cry again, very hard. But 
he was so dark that the stars that could hear 
him could not see him. And so he began to 
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wander—and wander. Soon, he wandered 
all the way to the earth below and stopped 
to rest on a treetop. 

He saw some children laughing and play- 
ing. Twinkie said to himself, “I wish I could 
be happy, too.” 

And then he looked into the gayly lighted 
windows of the houses in the village. He 
saw that the homes were warm and cozy in- 
side, and everyone seemed very happy— 
everyone but him. 

Then he came to a river. When he looked 
down into the water, he could not even see 
his own reflection! And the tears began to 
fall again. 

“I wish I had washed my face!” he cried, 
for he knew he was now a long way from 
home. He was very lonesome and very tired 
and very unhappy—and he did not know 
the way back home! 

He looked around until he saw the moon. 
Using it for a guide, he started toward it. 
He just kept going until—SMACK!—he 


bumped square into the star that stands 
right on the end of the handle of the little 
dipper! 

“Excuse me!” said Twinkie, this time re- 
membering to be very polite. “But I am lost, 
and I was hurrying, because I was so scared.” 

“Don’t I know you?” said the friendly 
star, looking ever so closely, because he 
could not be sure where Twinkie was, be- 
cause Twinkie was so dull-looking. ‘Sure 
I know you! Just hang onto me, and I'll 
take you home.” 

“Thank you,” said Twinkie as they started 
to slide across the sky. In no time at all, 
they were in Twinkie’s own spot in the 

(Please turn to page 35) 
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Christmas of Surprises 


BY LAWRENT LEE 


Copyright 1957 by Erma and Vera Waltner 


0. THE Saturday morning before Christ- 
mas, Red Sloan came running from the barn. 
He dashed to the kitchen door and threw 
it open. 

“Has anyone seen the homestead I made 
out of cornstalks to give Anne for Christ- 
mas?” he asked. 

His mother and his cousin Coralee were 
getting breakfast. Both looked at him in 
surprise, for his words tumbled out, and he 
sounded desperate. 

“You put it on the workbench in the barn 
when we got home from school yesterday,” 
Coralee reminded him. “Isn’t it there?” 

“No,” he said. “The whole thing is gone 
—the plywood base I glued the figures on, 
the house, barns, fences, people, animals— 
everything! I thought this would be my best 
Christmas if Anne liked the homestead half 
as well as I do; and if something’s hap- 
pened to it, she won’t even see it!” 

“What a dreadful surprise,” his mother 
said. Her voice was full of sympathy, for 
Red’s parents and Coralee had watched him 
work on the homestead since last fall when 
he chose the finest cornstalks from the fields. 
“But nothing could have happened to it!” 

“It has though!” Red repeated emphatical- 
ly. “And J’m broke, and it’s too close to 
Christmas to make another. I’ve spent 
months on this one.” 

Coralee went to the door of the dining 
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room, where her uncle was reading his morn- 
ing paper. 

“Did you move Red’s gift for Anne?” she 
asked. “He has just come from his chores, 
and he says it’s gone.” 

“I haven’t touched it,” Mr. Sloan an- 
swered. 

“Then someone’s swiped it,” said Red. 
“Even if Anne had seen it, she couldn’t have 
taken it. She isn’t tall enough to reach it.” 

“Let’s look again,” Coralee offered im- 
pulsively. “I'll help.” 

“It’s no use,” Red declared. “I know the 
very spot where I put it yesterday when Dad 
told me to hurry so we could all go to town 
together. Someone must have taken it while 
we were gone.” 

“There was a crowd around it all yester- 
day afternoon at school,” said Coralee. 
“Everyone said it was the best exhibit of all. 
It’s hard to believe any of them would take 
it; but if it’s gone—— Come on, Red. Let’s 
hunt for clues.” 

Red and Coralee searched the barn 
thoroughly, but they found no sign of the 
cornstalk homestead or of anything that 
might tell them what had happened to it. 

“I wish you hadn’t put it in the school ex- 
hibit of homemade Christmas gifts,” Cora- 
lee said. “It’s hard to believe anyone there 
took it; but who else knew about it?” 

“Look, Coralee!”’ Red exclaimed. 
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Something bright and shining had caught 
his attention. It lay against the leg of the 
workbench and twinkled at them as it 
caught the light from the window. 

He picked it up. He held it toward her— 
a big pearl-handled jackknife. 

“It’s Charley Brewer's,” she gasped. “But 
he couldn’t——” 

“No,” said Red positively. “Charley's not 
rich, and he’s got a little sister who'd have 
as much fun with that homestead as Anne 
would, but—well, he’d never steal.” 

“I don’t want to think so either,” said 
Coralee, “but how did his knife get here?” 

“He stopped in with David last Thurs- 
day,” said Red. ‘Maybe he lost it then.” 

“Don’t you think he’d have said some- 
thing about it?” Coralee suggested. “Maybe 
asked if anyone at school had found it?” 

“If he hasn’t had to use it, he may not 
know it’s lost,’’ Red said. 

“Maybe,” Coralee agreed. ““But he’s awful- 
ly proud of that knife. He’s always showing 
it around.” 


Red studied her curiously. “Why are you 
set on making it Charley?” he asked. 

“I’m not set on making it anyone,” Cora- 
lee said indignantly. “I just keep trying to 
figure it out. Don’t you?” 

“Sure,” Red admitted. “But I still don’t 
think Charley’d steal.” 

He dropped the knife into his pocket; 
and Coralee asked, “Aren't you going to re- 
turn it?” 

“As soon as I get something to eat,” said 
Red. “Come along, and you can play detec- 
tive while I give it to him.” 

“Oh, you!” said Coralee as if she believed 
he was making fun of her; but after break- 
fast, she went with him just the same. 

They found Charley in the shed back of 
his house. There was a bundle of cornstalks 
in one corner, but they saw nothing else that 
seemed related to Anne’s gift. 
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“T’ve got to tell you something, Red.” 


When Red gave him his knife, Charley 
flushed; and his eyes hazed. 

“Where did you find it?” he asked. 

“In our barn, under the workbench,” said 
Red. “I guess you lost it Thursday when 
you and David were there.” 

“I guess I did,” Charley agreed hastily. 
“T didn’t know it was gone till last night.” 

“You lost your knife, and Red has lost 
his Christmas gift for Anne,” Coralee said. 
“You know—the homestead he made out of 
cornstalks, the one he had at school yester- 
day.” 

Charley's flush burned deeper. He gulped 
and mumbled, “I know. Fence posts and 
crossrails made out of the pitch of old corn- 
stalks and glued to a big board. The way you 
slit and shaped the stalks into logs for the 
barn and house was really good. But I guess 
I liked your cows and horses with tails made 
out of binder twine best of all.” 
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“I liked the corn-shuck skirts he put on 
the women,” said Coralee. “They were so 
stiff and smooth. I think he did a wonder- 
ful job, but now someone’s stolen the whole 
thing. Red hasn’t any Christmas gift for 
Anne. He’s broke, and he hasn’t time to 
make her another one.” 

“Stole it!” Charley repeated in a horrified 
tone. “You don’t think that, do you?” 

“What else can we think?” Coralee asked. 

Then she explained how hard Red had 
worked and how happy he had been because 
he felt so sure Anne would like his gift, and 
Charley looked as miserable as Red felt. He 
hardly seemed to know what to say; and 
when he did speak, he stammered, “Maybe 
someone thought it was extra special and 
wanted to copy it.” 

“Maybe,” said Red glumly. “But I’m out 
a Christmas gift for my little sister! I feel 
awful about it because I’ve been bragging 
about what a dandy gift I was making for 
her. She’s too small to understand what's 
happened, so she’s apt to think I was fooling 
her; and she'll feel awful, too.” 

Charley cleared his throat. His big, bony 
hands knotted and unknotted nervously. 

At last, he blurted, “I got to tell you 
something, Red. And you got to under- 
stand. I got a little sister, too; and I wanted 
to make her a present like the one you made 
for Anne, I went to your house last night to 
ask you if I could borrow your homestead 
to copy. I thought I could work night and 
day and get enough of it done so she'd like 
it—a lot of cows and horses in a corral, may- 
be. You wasn’t at home, so I went in and 
took your layout. I was going to tell you 
and bring it back, but I didn’t have time to 
get over this morning, and we ain’t got a 
telephone. Then when you two came just 
now, I kind of lost my head and clammed 
up. I got everything in a mess. I even lost 
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my knife and couldn’t work last night. I 
tried one of Ma’s kitchen knives, but it was 
too big and clumsy. So, I guess I'd better 
carry your layout home right now. And I’m 
sorry. I’m sorry about everything. Honest! 
And I guess Sis won’t have any Christmas 
gift at all!” 

He led the way across the shed and moved 
an old rug that hung over a bench. Red’s 
Christmas gift was on the floor behind it, 
every piece in place! Red felt a surge of de- 
light, but it disappeared as rapidly as it rose 
in him. He had Anne’s gift safe; but what 
about Charley’s little sister? Anne would 
have many gifts, but Sis would have none. 
As he stood staring at the gift and wonder- 
ing whether he could possibly have a good 
Christmas when he had to choose between 
keeping the gift for Anne or giving it to 
Charley for his little sister, an idea flashed 
into his mind. 

_ “Charley,” he said, almost choking with 
excitement and hope, ‘does Sis have a doll ?” 

Charley shook his head. ‘Never has had 
one. Costs too much money.” 

“Coralee and I made one for Anne last 
year. If all three of us worked together, we 


could make one for Sis in a hurry.” 

Charley was so happy that his freckles 
stood out like the flecks on a robin’s egg. 

“What do I do?” he asked, eager to begin. 

“Got any paint?” Red asked. 

“Sure,” said Charley. “My pa’s been 
working for a contractor, and sometimes he 
lets Pa bring home the leavings. Pa said 
when we get enough, he'll throw them all 
together and paint something around here. 
Why do we want paint?” 

“Mother washed up some feed sacks this 
morning,” said Red. “She'll let us have one. 
Coralee is a dandy at cutting out dolls and 
sewing them up. When she gets one done 
for Sis, I'll stuff it with bran and bring it 
over, and we'll paint it—blue blouse, red 
skirt, yellow hair, brown eyes—or whatever 
colors you want. O.K., Coralee?”’ 

“It certainly is O.K.,”” Coralee cried. “I 
can’t wait to get home and begin work.” 

“Tl check up on the paint,” said Charley. 
“We ought to make her hair the same color 
as Sis’s, and her eyes the same, too—if I can 
find the paint.” 

Carefully, Red lifted his cornstalk home- 


(Please turn to page 39) 
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Wuar's going on?” thought Mazey 
as she sat beside a tree; a tree all trimmed 
with colored lights, as lovely as could be. 
She didn’t dare to climb it. Mary had said, 
“No, no.” Besides, the lights might burn 
her feet; and so she sat below, watching 
Mary do things she had never seen before: 
putting trimmings on the tree, packages on 
the floor—packages tied with ribbon. Mary 
handled them with care. Pretty cards were 
tied to them, and hanging on a chair were 
stockings, hers and Mary’s. They seemed 
quite out of place. “Why were they there?” 
she wondered, watching Mary's happy face. 

Mary had made both stockings. Hers was 
red and Mazey’s, green. They were the pret- 
tiest stockings that Mazey had ever seen. 

“I have just one more thing to do, and 
then I’m going to stop,” said Mary as she 
placed a star right at the tree’s tiptop. “Now, 
we'll go to bed,” she said, “and you must 
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A Read-Aloud Story in Rhymed Prose 


by Georgia Smith 


Copyright 1957 by Georgia Tucker Smith 


close your eyes and keep them closed till 
morning. Then you'll have a nice surprise.” 

But Mazey couldn't go to sleep, for soon 
she heard a sound. “It’s coming from the 
living room,” she thought. “Tl look 
around.”” She hurried to the living room and 
stood outside the door. Looking in, she saw 
a sight she had never seen before. A man 
was putting gifts and toys beneath the lovely 
tree. ‘He put some in my stocking, and in 
Mary’s, too—dear me,” thought Mazey. 
“And bananas, too. Now, who could this 
man be?” He had no business in this house 
—a stranger, Mazey feared. He looked like 
Mary's daddy, but he had a long, white 
beard. | 

Mazey hid out in the hall until he went 
away. Then she looked at all the gifts in 
wonder and dismay. She looked inside her 
stocking—bananas, yum-yum-yum. She ate a 
few, but watched the door for fear some- 
one would come. She put the peelings care- 
fully in Mary’s stocking; then she took her 
gifts out hurriedly and put them back again. 

She spied the gifts beneath the tree and 
opened every one, scattering ribbons, paper, 
cards. She’d never had such fun! 

Roller skates—two pair of them! The 
paper simply flew. Now, she could skate 
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on all four feet instead of only two. “T'll 


vent never fall now,’ Mazey thought. She smiled 
s in and shook her head. Then she put them 
her slowly down and hurried back to bed. 
ite a “Wake up, wake up,” called Mary. “Look, 
»me- the sky is getting light. Mazey, you can never 
are- guess what happened in the night.” They 
her hurried to the living room—SWISH. Mary 
ain. blinked her eyes. “Oh, dear,” she cried, but 
and Mazey didn’t share her strange surprise. 
per, “Mother! Daddy!’ Mary called. She stopped 
beside the door. “Santa opened all our gifts. 
The He never has before.” 
kate She hurried to her stocking. “Banana 
dom December, 1957 


peels! Oh, dear! We should have left a 
sandwich for old Santa Claus, I fear.” 

“This is ‘monkey business,” said her 
mother, kneeling down beside a pair of 
roller skates and reading with a frown, 
“Merry Christmas, Daddy—it’s to wear 
around your neck and to show you that I 
love you a bushel and a peck.” 


Mary grabbed the roller skates and quick- 
ly found a tie. ‘““That card belongs to this,” 
she said, holding it up high. 

Her daddy took it with a smile, and 
Mother called, “Dear me—a pair of bed- 
room slippers. Look! And what is this I see? 
A card inside: “For Mother—something 
good to eat, something I made just for you 
because you are so sweet.” 

Mary sighed. ‘That card was on a box 
of homemade candy.” 


“Thank you, Mary,” her mother said. 
“And those slippers will come in handy,” she 
said to Mary’s daddy, as he stood there with 
a smile. 


“We'll have things all straightened out in 
just a little while.” He laughed, and every- 
one joined in—that is, excepting Mazey, 
who sat and looked at them as if she thought 
they might be crazy. 


“Poor Mazey.” Mary hugged her. “Come, 
Mazey. We're not cross, even though you 
helped yourself instead of Santa Claus.” 


“I should have closed the door,” she said, 
“before we went to bed. It was my fault as 
much as yours.” She patted Mazey’s head. 
Then she took a little bell off the Christmas 
tree. “This will ring and tell me when you're 
where you shouldn’t be. I’m going to tie it 
around your neck.’ She did, and then she 
said, “At Christmas time, you even have to 
keep it on in bed.” 

“Come on; let’s skate,” said Mary; and 
with little yips and yells, they skated down 
the sidewalk to the tune of ‘‘Jingle Bells.” 
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God, the good, is in everybody and ev- 
erything. ® If I do not find the good at 
first, 1 keep looking. I know it is there, 
for God is everywhere. 


' Ged is blessing me now with love and 


joy. ® I share the love and joy God 
gives me with others by being kind, 
cheerful, and helpful in all that I do. 


Whatever problem I have, I know that 
God knows the answer. ® When | be- 
come quiet and listen, He tells me what 
I need to know. 


I have nothing to fear, because God is 
with me. ® I know that God's love can 
bring peace to the whole world. 


I breathe in the healing life of God with 
every breath I take. # | know that God 
can heal every sickness or injury. 


I expect Christmas to be a happy, joy- 
ous time. ® | know that the best gift 
God can give me is His love and bless- 
ing, and the love and blessing of family 
and friends. 


I forgive others as God forgives me. 
Whenever I feel hurt, I forgive and for- 
get, and new blessings come to me. 


I do what I believe is right, and I 
others do the same. ® | let God's love) 
shine through me. I do not try to makg 
others do as I do. 


This is a day to do good work. ® Be 
cause I work with God and bless al 
that I do, I do each task quickly and 


‘well. 


I will think only good thoughts today, 
When an unpleasant thought comes, | 
will replace it with a thought that is 
happy and kind. 


God is my unfailing help. ® Whether | 
am awake or asleep, I am always in 
God's loving care. I am never apart 
from Him. 


I see the loving Spirit of Jesus in every- 
one I meet. ® It is easy and it is fun to 
be loving, happy, and friendly with 
God's children. 


Father, let Your love and understand- 
ing shine through me. ® Let me give 
joy and happiness to my family and 
friends. 


Thank You, God, for Christmas. # For 
everyone, everywhere, I pray that this 
will be a day of peace and joy. 


I trust God in everything. ® | take all 
my problems to God, and He shows me 
just what to do to make myself and 
others happy. 


I let 
love’ 
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I look forward to new and better things 
each day. ® Life is a school, and I learn 
and grow every day that I live. 


I place myself and those I love in God's 
care and keeping. ® | depend on Him 
today and every day for guidance, 
strength, and courage. 


I bless everything and everybody. ® | 
do my part to make this a happy Christ- 
mas season by being kind and friendly 
to everyone I| meet. 


God gives me freedom to live and to 
grow in wisdom and loving kindness. 
I see all of God's children as free, 
through His love. 


I let God‘s love shine through my eyes 
and show in my speech. ® | want every- 
one to see in me the kindness, under- 
standing, and joy of Jesus Christ. 


Christ is born in me. ® My heart is full 
of love and gladness. I send thoughts 
of love to the whole world this joyous 
Christmas week. 


I take time to become still and let God 
speak to me. ® | make room in my mind 
for the wisdom and guidance of God. 


I keep my thoughts bright and happy. 
I do not let anything worry me; | re- 
member that God is always with me. 


I believe that with God all things are 
possible. # [ have faith in God's love 
and in His power to heal. 


Let there be peace on earth, and let it 
begin with me. ® Every time I do some- 
thing unselfish, kind, and loving, I help 
to bring peace on earth. 


I am thankful that I am young arid 
strong. ® | think of everyone—parents, 
teachers, friends—as young and strong, 
too, because God made them in His 
image. 


I know that I am God's child. ® I want 
all children to know that God is their 
Father. I send thoughts of love to all 
children in all countries. - 


In everything I do today, I will try to 
be a blessing to others. ® | say silently 
to everyone I meet, “God bless you.” 


Today I will let God act through me. 
Nothing can upset me or disturb me 
because I am God's own child. 


God is just and fair; He blesses all peo- 
ple. ® I know that I can have all the 
good I need without taking any good 
thing away from anyone else. 


I let go all ugly thoughts and let God 
fill my mind with good thoughts. ® I 
make room in my mind and body for 
new thoughts; new strength, new hap- 
piness. 


Birthday Cake 


By Nell Tucker 


A One-Act Play 


SETTING: 
Four children seated near decorated 
tree. Table in background holds large 
cake (made of an inverted angel food 
cake pan covered with white crepe 
paper). A large red candle is set in the 
center of the pan. 


FIRST CHILD: 
Santa Claus is coming 
With a sleigh full of toys 
To give to all good little 
Girls and boys. 
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SECOND CHILD: 
Why is Santa coming? 


THIRD CHILD: 
I know! I know! 


FOURTH CHILD: 
I shall get a candle; 

I shall get a cake; 

We'll sing, “Happy Birthday,” 
For Baby Jesus’ sake. 


(FOURTH CHILD rises, leaves group, and 
places cake on low stool in center of 


group.) 


FIRST CHILD: 
Born within a manger, 
In a lowly stall, 
Jesus was the greatest 
Birthday gift of all. 


SECOND CHILD: 
Happy birthday, Jesus; 
Happy birthday to You. 
What would make You happy, 
That we could say or do? 


voice: (Softly from behind curtain) 
Being gentle, being kind 
To the lame, the halt, the blind; 
Being loving to each other; 


Helping Father, helping Mother. 


THIRD CHILD: 
What can we give, Jesus? 
\ What gift can we bring 
To lay at the feet 
Of our heavenly King? 


ALL: 


We can serve Him gladly, 


With hands (extend hands) and hearts 
(place right hand over heart), too. 


Happy birthday, dear Jesus; 
Happy birthday to You. 
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Because a tiny Baby was born long ago. 


* Talking 


By Chadys Evan 


I knew a little Christmas tree, 
Round and plump and green, 

The prettiest little Christmas tree 
That I have ever seen. 

I trimmed the little Christmas tree 
With trinkets, fresh and bright; 

I hung a star for all to see 
And kindled every light. 

When I had finished everything, 
I hurried off to bed; 

And in the night I had a dream: 
The little tree had said, 

“Thank you for the shining star, 
Thank you for the light; 

Thank you for the tinsel, 
Which makes me nice and briht; 

Thank you for the water, 
Which keeps me fresh and green; 

Thank you for the happiest Christmas 
I have ever seen.” 

When I awoke next morning, 
I hurried down to see, 

Standing in all her glory, 
My talking Christmas tree. 

She almost seemed to curtsy; 
She really blinked a light. 

I love my little Christmas tree 

That whispers in the night. 
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j was a carpenter in the little town 
of Nazareth. To his shop filled with the 
fragrance of cedar came many visitors. Often 
the village children came to the shop to play 
with the curly wood shavings. 

Someday, thought Joseph, he would have 
a son of his own to keep him company in 
the shop—a son who would be called Jesus. 
Joseph paused a moment, remembering how 
an angel had appeared first to his wife, 
Mary, and then to him, telling of the son 
they were to name Jesus. The same feeling 
of wonder he had had in the presence of 
the angel flooded through Joseph now. 

Only one thing might have marred the 
joy he felt. He and Mary lived in a tiny 
stone house that hardly seemed a suitable 
home for the one the angel had promised 
would be the Son of God and ruler over a 
kingdom. They were descendants of David, 
the shepherd boy who had slain Goliath and 
later reigned as king of Israel, but Joseph 
and Mary were humble people. 
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The wind rustling the wood shavings 
brought Joseph’s thoughts back to the half- 
finished chest before him. As he worked at 
the task he loved, fragments of the Psalms 
went through Joseph’s head. In the midst 
of “Blessed is the man that feareth the 
Lord,” Joseph was startled by the noise of 
iron wheels and horses’ hoofs. 

Rushing to the door, Joseph saw a chariot 
dash by, followed by Roman soldiers on 
horseback. The faces of the soldiers were 
proud and haughty. 

Joseph was alarmed. Although the 
Romans ruled Galilee, they did not often 
bother to send officials or soldiers to the 
quiet little town of Nazareth. Joseph wanted 
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to follow the Romans to the market place, 
where he would surely get the news. But he 
wanted to get the chest finished. 

Joseph soon heard why the Romans had 
come. Caesar Augustus had made another 
new law concerning taxes. The emperor, 
who lived in faraway Rome, was always 
wanting more money. Everyone knew that 
much of the money collected from the peo- 
ple went for luxuries like perfumed foun- 
tains or big statues or golden chariots. They 
resented the foolish way Caesar Augustus 
spent their hard-earned shekels. 

All the world was to be enrolled. And 
each family was to go to its own city to be 
registered. 

Joseph was dismayed. The tax was bad 
enough, but the city from which his family 
had come in the first place was Bethlehem. 
Because the road to Bethlehem lay through 
deep valleys and over steep hills, it would be 
at least a three-day journey. How could 
Mary, who was soon to have a child, make 
such a journey? He knew it was useless to 
ask that the journey be postponed. The 
Romans paid no attention to the requests 
of humble people. 

When Joseph told Mary about the new 
law, she made no protest. After she had 
pointed out that no one dared disobey 
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Joseph uttered a prayer of gratitude. 


Roman commands, Joseph began making 
preparations for the journey. The most im- 
portant part of his preparation was turning 
to God for guidance. He knew that with 
God's help we can do even hard things that 
look impossible at first. And suddenly it 
came to him that when the ancient prophet 
Micah had spoken of the Prince of Peace, 
he had said He would be born in Bethlehem. 

Early one morning Mary and Joseph 
joined a number of people who were start- 
ing off to be enrolled—some in Bethlehem, 
some in other cities. Mary mounted their 
patient donkey. 

The road was rough and dusty. A hot sun 
blistered and wilted both people and the 
plants along the roadside. As Joseph 
trudged along, dusty and tired, he looked 
anxiously at Mary. She seemed hardly to 
notice the trials of the journey. 


When evening came, the procession 
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halted. Cool air made the travelers feel bet- 
ter. Although none of them liked the idea 
of going so far to be enrolled, they tried 
to enjoy themselves. Mary and Joseph sat 
around a campfire with their friends and 
relatives, laughing and talking and telling 
stories. Occasionally, bursts of song came 
from hearts that were grateful for the bless- 
ings God is always sending us. 

On the second day of the journey, some 
of the travelers stopped off at towns along 
the way. But it seemed to Joseph that for 
every family that dropped out five more 
joined in. The road was crowded with peo- 
ple, for the order from Caesar Augustus had 
gone out to every city in the land. Back of 
Joseph and Mary the wheels of wooden- 
wheeled carts creaked with monotonous 
regularity. Often the people had to stand 
aside to let men who rode richly harnessed 
camels pass. Joseph must have wished he 
could put Mary on one of the speedy camels. 
She was looking very tired. 

On the third day of travel, their weari- 
ness was eased by the number of date and 
palm trees and the delicately scented wild 
olive trees. Occasionally, Joseph called a 
friendly greeting to shepherds whose flocks 
fanned over hillsides along the road. 

Toward evening, Joseph saw Bethlehem 
nestling among the hills. The journey was 
almost over. Now they would be able to rest. 
But he soon found that the narrow, crooked 
streets of Bethlehem had been taken over 
by restless, jostling crowds. As Joseph led 
the donkey down winding streets between 
flat-roofed whitewashed houses that looked 
almost golden in the late sunlight, he was 
worried. He had not dreamed so many peo- 
ple would get there ahead of them. By now 
the inns must all be full. 

As they went from inn to inn, the answer 
was always the same: “No room.” 
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He must not be discouraged, Joseph told 
himself. Surely, there must be a place for 
the woman who was to be the mother of 
the Son of God. Finally, there was only one 
inn left. 

As they neared it, Joseph could see lights 
and hear voices. There just had to be room. 
Mary’s strength was almost spent. 

The innkeeper came to the door. “I am 
sorry,” he said. “My rooms have long been 
filled.” 

“But my wife——” 

The innkeeper frowned thoughtfully. 
“There's the stable.” 

A stable, Joseph thought miserably. Why, 
that was the poorest place on earth. But, at 
least, it would be a place to rest. 


With faltering footsteps, Joseph followed 
the innkeeper to the cavelike stable in the 
side of the hill. The light from the inn- 
keeper’s lamp startled a cow that looked at 
them with curious eyes. A lamb bleated 
sleepily. From the fresh straw which the inn- 
keeper brought, Joseph made a bed on the 
dirt floor. As soon as Mary was comfortably 
settled, he went to the village well for water, 
prepared lentils and bread for their supper, 
and fed the donkey. 


After a while Mary slept. But Joseph lay, 
tossing anxiously on his pallet of straw. 


Hours later, Joseph stood, looking down 
at Mary, who was holding the infant Jesus 
in her arms. All that had happened seemed 
like a dream. Joseph had not slept all night; 
yet, he felt no weariness. Ever since the 
Child’s birth, a strange light had filled the 
stable. But the light in the stable was no 
brighter than the boundless joy in Joseph’s 
heart. He saw now that God had let His 
Son be born in a humble place so that even 
the lowly would not be afraid to come to 
Him. 


December, 1957 


BY JOANNE ALTON RIORDAN 


Nsasieion time with all its joyous enter- 
taining is a wonderful time of year! This 
simple dessert is a typical Christmas dessert 
and would be very good for either a big 
family dinner or for one of the parties you 
may have this month. 


Date-and-Nut Torte (12 servings) 


4 eggs 1 tsp. baking powder 
2 cups finely cut pitted 
1 cup sugar dene 
1 cup fine, dry bread 1 cup chopped black 
crumbs walnut meats 


Beat the eggs in a large bowl until they 
are frothy. Beat the sugar in gradually. Mix 
the bread crumbs and baking powder to- 
gether and stir into the eggs and sugar. Next 
stir in the dates and walnut meats. 

Pour into a well-greased 9-inch square 
pan. Bake at 350° for 35 minutes. 

Cut into 2-by-3-inch oblongs. Serve cool 
with whipped cream or ice cream. 


Joseph was thankful for the stable, for 
it gave shelter to the Savior for whom the 
world had waited so long. Joseph’s lips 
moved in a silent prayer of gratitude for the 
light in his heart, for the light that would 
shine on earth because God had sent His 
Son to become a King of kings. 
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Mikulas Day in America 
(Continued from page 13) 
red paper in the window. Apzka told the 


joke about the switch, and everybody 
laughed. 


Andras looked at Johnny in amazement. 
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Why, his friend was almost as excited as , 
little Janos! Johnny wanted to share in their | 
Hungarian Christmas! 

“This is going to be the nicest Christmas 
I ever had,” Johnny said. “I am very glad 
you folks are living with us.” 

Right then, a new understanding came | 
to Andras. The good American friends did | 
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Let's keep the love-lightshin + ing As joy-ous-ly we sing! 
Who blessed the ¢ dren And said,“Come un - to Me!” 
We'll keep the love-light shin - ing To earth His king-dom bring! 
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not expect the Nyaris to give up the things 
that had meant so very much to them in 
Hungary. They were glad to share in the en- 
joyment of their customs. 

Filled with the Christmas spirit that boys 
have all over the world, Andras was sure 


bean. 


that this was going to be his nicest Christ- as a bean.” 
Bobby: Yes, but this is a string bean. 


mas, too! 
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Bobby (squeezing tooth paste from the 
tube): How much may I take, Mother? 
Mother: Oh, a little—about as big as a 


Then Bobby squeezed the tube. 
Mother: Oh, not so much! I said “as big 
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Christmas 


BY CAROL SUE HENRIKSEN (10 years) 
Lewiston, Idaho 


Christmas brings me lots of joy— 
Not because of every toy, 

But just to think of the long ago 
And Jesus in the manger low. 


Shepherds in the fields by night 
Watched the star's bright, holy light. 
Then an angel in the sky 

Told them where the Christ did lie. 


No Snow Man 


BY VICKI SUE GROSE (7 years) 
New Castle, Ind. 


I saw a snow man outside my door; 
He looked so cold and bare. 

I took my coat and hat to him— 
Now, there is no snow man there! 


A Rabbit 


BY JACKIE JIRAN (9 years) 
Groton, $.Dak. 


A little rabbit so fluffy and white 

Hopped past our house one winter's night; 
His tracks were there in fresh white snow, 
But where he went, I just don’t know. 
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BY ROBERTA HEATH (11 years) 
Greenville, Ohio 


I have a little pony; 
Her name is Star. 

She is the sweetest pony, 
And the gentlest by far. 


Her color is a ginger-brown; 

She has four white-stockinged feet, 
And on her forehead is a star, 

W hich makes her all complete. 


I ride her ’round the pasture; 
I ride her down the lane, 
With the soft wind blowing 
Through her tail and mane. 


And if you'd ever see Star, 
I’m sure that you'd agree 
That she’s the sweetest pony 
There ever could be. 


My Canary 


BY ROSALEE MORRIS (9 years) 
St. James, Man. Canada 


He says not a word, but sings all day; 

Then he sings me to sleep when down I lay. 
But in the morning, early and bright, 

He wakes me when its getting light. 

I love him, and he loves me; 

And that’s the way it came to be. 
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The First Christmas Night 


BY MIKE FLUHR (11 years) 
New Holstein, Wis. 


As shepherds were watching their flock one 
night, 

They saw in the heavens a bright, shining 
light. 

God’s angels appeared and did joyfully sing 

While the shepherds went to the stable to 
see their new King. 


They hurried to find Him—the Babe in the 
hay— 

With Joseph and Mary, in a stable by the 
way. 

“No room in the inn,” the keepers had said; 

So our Lord was born in a stable instead. 


The Wise Men did follow the star on high, 
An unearthly light way up in the sky. 
They, too, came to see the Baby so sweet, 
Bearing gifts and treasures to place at His 
feet. 


Now let us remember as Christmas draws 
near, 

'Tis Christ’s birthday we celebrate with good 
cheer. 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and poems. Please do not copy. 

When to send it: At least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for May, send it now. 

How to prepare it: Write plainly. Give your 
name, address, and age. Inclose a note from 
a parent or teacher assuring us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee’s Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work published: Any reader 
under thirteen years of age who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 
year. 
We regret that we cannot return unused con- 

tributions. 
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Thoughts of Christmas 


BY CONNIE CLARK (10 years) 
Riviera Beach, Fla. 


Bells are ringing; 
Snow is bringing 
Thoughts of Christmas Day. 


Snow is falling; 
Boys are hauling 
Christmas trees for you. 


Carolers are singing; 
Songs are bringing 
Tales of long ago. 
Stars are glowing; 


Winds are blowing; 
Off to church we go. 


| Wonder—— 
BY JANIE LEARY (8 years) 
Greenwich, Conn. 


I wonder what makes the puddles so-o-o big 
—what makes the trees grow so tall. 

I wonder what makes the flowers—or what 
makes the snow. 

I wonder what makes the clouds above our 
heads—or the birds to sing. 

I wonder why the grass is so green. Oh, I 
just wonder about everything. 

I wonder what makes the day—and what 
makes the night. 

I wonder what makes the sunshine—and 
what makes it so bright. 

I wonder, too, why little boys and girls can 
be so curious. 

I wonder why this poem here is asking all 
these questions. 

I wonder if you're wondering what I am 
wondering now. 

I wonder if I will ever be able to answer 
these questions—somehow. 

I wonder—— 
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THIS IS 


ANNETTE 
Designed by Janet Lee Rowe 
(7 years) 
Redrawn for reproduction by Dorothy Wagstaff 


If you are under 13 years of age, you may submit your drawing of a doll and its 
wardrobe. A letter from a parent or teacher stating that your work is original must 
accompany your drawing. 
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Twinkie’s First Christmas 


(Continued from page 15) 


milky way. Twinkie thanked the star again; 
and after he had gone, Twinkie slipped into 
his own little place in the sky without say- 
ing a word to the rest of the family. He was 
a very sorry star, and he was thinking very 
hard! 

For one thing, he was going to wash his 
face and keep it washed! And he was going 
to learn to smile. So every day while all the 
other little stars were sleeping—for that is 
when the stars do their sleeping—Twinkie 
held his face up to the clouds and let them 
wash it clean. 
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And he got bigger and bigger and 
BIGGER, and brighter and brighter and 
BRIGHTER! And every day he joined the 
others in all their star games; and he helped 
all the new stars, so they could have fun, 
too. Why—he shone so brightly that for the 
first time all the other stars wanted to be 
just like him! 

Then came the night the heavens were 
filled with excitement. There was a call for 
all the stars to get ready to shine their very 
best. 

Only—Twinkie could not go with the 
other stars, because his mother had placed 
him in one corner of the sky and had asked 


(Turn to inside back cover) 
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Dear Boys and Girls: Each of us lives in a 
world of his own, a world in which there 
are people and many activities. What we 
think and how we act are important to our 
world. When we listen to God and let Him 
take charge of us and our world, we become 
loving, peaceful, and harmonious. 

At this joyous time of the year when our 
thoughts are turned to peace, shall we all do 
our part in bringing peace to the entire 
world by filling our own small world with 
love and peace and good will? As you think 
only loving thoughts, say only loving 
words, and do only loving deeds, love and 


= 


happiness will come to you. 

As we pray for world peace, let us re 
member that each person is a child of God 
and that God loves each one. We can bless 
people all over the world with our gifts of 
prayers for peace among all people. 

If you are not already a member of the 
Good Words Booster Club and would like 
to become a member and join in our prayers 
for peace and good will among all men, just 
write to Barbara Benson, WEE WIspDoM, 
Lee’s Summit, Missouri, and ask for an ap- 
plication form. 

Lovingly and prayerfully, 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary. 


Dear Barbara: I was so glad to hear from 

you. I have a pen pal in almost every state! 
Have you any games that would help 

Boosters ? —LINDA 


= The best game for any Booster to play, 
Linda, is to watch every thought, word, and 
deed to be sure that it is good. 

Another good game is to look for the good 
in every person you see. If you have a critical 
or unkind thought or say something critical 
or unkind about a person, match each unkind 
thought or word with a good thought or 
word about that person. This is a challeng- 
ing game, and it helps you to remember that 
there is a lot of good in every person you 
meet, 
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Dear Barbara: 1 was very happy to get your 
letter. It was the very thing I needed to 
brighten me up in the morning. You talked 
about being helpful, and I think my mother's 
Girl Scout troop is doing good deeds. Last 
Christmas we sang Christmas carols to older 
people. After we sang carols, we gave plants 
and cookies. 

Each one of my mother’s Girl Scouts is a 
“Sunshine Pal” to at least one older person 
at a nursing home. We remember them on 
their birthdays and at Christmas. We also 
write to them. My Sunshine Pals are 99 and 
80 years old. — JACKIE 


= We are proud to have you as one of out 
happy Boosters, Jackie. Thank you for tell- 
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ing us about your mother's Girl Scout troop. 
You girls are proving that the way to be 
happy is to be thoughtful of the happiness of 
others. A happy smile and a kind act that 
helps others always makes us happy. 

You are filling your world with love and 
happiness as you remember to be thought- 
ful of others, and you are certainly helping 
to establish peace and good will in this 
world. 


Dear Barbara: This week my friend and I 
have not been getting along. Would you 
please tell me something to do about it. 
I have been reading WEE Wispom, and 
I think it is one of the best magazines. 
—BRUCE 


= Remember, Bruce, when you think only 
good, kind, and loving thoughts, only good 
will come to you. If you will think of your 
friend with only love in your heart and see 
only the good in him, you will find that it 
is easy to get along with him. If he doesn’t 
seem to want to be friendly, just keep on 
loving him until he does. 

By establishing love, peace, and harmony 
between you and your friend, you will be 
helping to create peace and good will in the 
entire world, 


Dear Barbara: 1 have been following the 
Good Words Booster Club rules. I say The 
Prayer of Faith every day. Since I joined the 
club, I have felt closer to God. 

Once, I lost my wallet and could not find 
it anywhere. I suddenly remembered to turn 
to God. I asked Him to help me find my wal- 
let. When I got to school, there was my 
wallet in my desk. —LINDA 


= When we think only good thoughts, say 
only good words, and do only good deeds, 
we do feel very close to God, Linda. 

It is truly wonderful to know that our 
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every prayer is heard and answered. Remem- 
ber, dear, nothing is ever really lost. It 
simply is not in the place we thought it was. 
When we turn to God, He speaks to us 
with ideas that help us to know where to 
look. 


Dear Barbara: In June I received a cat. I said 
that God gave it to me because I had prayed 
for a cat for about a year. And God answered 
my prayer. I had thought that if it was good 
for me, God would give it to me. And He 
did. —KATHY 


= Yes, God does answer our prayers in the 
way that is best for us. He wants us to have 
every good thing. 


PEN PALS 
This column gives our readers (under 13 
years of age) an opportunity to know one 
another better. Among the names printed 
here we hope you will find the pen pal you 
have been looking for. We especially invite 
our foreign readers to send in their names. 


Sandra Byrd (7), Rte. 6, Box 304-D, Waukesha, 
Wis.; Donald Koller (8), 2894 Cushing Rd., 
Camden 4, N.J.; Linda Anne McClain (8), Rte. 
2, Waverly, Ill.; Terry Harper (9), Rte. 1, Box 
639-E, Fort Lauderdale, Fla.; Kimberly Moody 
(9), 1647 S. Green, Wichita, Kans.; Barbara Amy 
Blease (9), 47 Oglet Lane, Speke, Liverpool 19, 
Lancs., England; Muriel J. Cole (9), Box 96, 
Hyannis, Mass.; Nancy Pitts (10), Rte. 1, Box 
148, Ramona, Calif.; Brenda Luikart (10), 200 
Lynn St., Tipton, Iowa; Deborah Pruden (10), 
Chuckatuck, Va.; Blanche Cassel (10), 440 Mid- 
dle St., Preston, Ont., Canada; Diana Foote (11), 
16 Aotea St., Castlecliff, Wanganui, New Zealand; 
Valerie Mutch (11), P.O. Box 9, Brakpan, 
Transvaal, South Africa; Jeanie Drury (11), P.O. 
Box 262, Wheatland, Wyo.; Betty Christopher 
(11), 229 Grand St., Morgantown, W.Va.; Rich- 
ard Anthes (12), Rte. 3, Beaver Dam, Wis.; 
Jeannine Fulmer (12), Box 141, Como, Miss.; 
Mari Barbara Reynolds (12), Harmony Hill Rd., 
Harwinton, Conn, 
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Answers on Inside Back Cover 


Dot Puzzle 


By Frederick D. Brewer 
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WHAT THREE WORDS? A RIDDLE 


BY LAURA ARLON BY HELEN REBECCA JOHNSON (9 years) 


MANCHESTER, GA. 
There are three words for you to guess 


In this rhyming game. I make music with my wings. 
They are spelled differently, mean different I am green. 
things, I have six legs. 
Although they sound the same. I live in trees and shrubs, 
The first word means in favor of; I am hard to see. 


It has letters three. What am I? 
The second is spoken in a game 

In which is used a tee. 
The third word names a number; 

You will know it when 
I tell you that it is one less 
Than half of number ten. 


Christmas of Surprises 
(Continued from page 19) 


tead from the floor where it had spent the 

A SPECIAL PLACE 
al night. When he reached the door, he saw 
Coralee running down the road ahead of 
him. Behind him, he could hear Charley 


BY EDNA BEVAN 


My first is in soon, as well as in see; 


My second’s in come, but not in me; moving paint cans. In spite of the burden in 
My third is in hurry, and twice in high; his arms, he wanted to run, too, so that he 
My fourth is in hello, and also good-by; could get to work on a gift for Sis. Still, 
My fifth and my fourth are one and the same; tW0 or three hours would finish the doll; and 
My last is in Jonger, but not in name. if it turned out as good as the one Anne got 
My whole means work, but also means fun. last year, everyone would have a happy 


It’s something important to everyone. Christmas. Red was sure of that. 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 
(Adapted) 


God is my help in every I now am wise, I now am_ God is my health, I can’t be 


need; true, sick; 

God does my every hunger Patient, kind, and loving, God is my strength, unfail- 
feed; too. ing, quick; 

God dwells within me, All things I am,cando,and God is my all, I know no 
guides my way be, fear, 

Through every moment, Through Christ, the Truth Since God and love and 
night and day. that is in me. Truth are here. 


—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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FOR YOUR CHRISTMAS TREE 


BY ANNA THOMPSON 


Won you like to make something new 
and different for your Christmas tree this 
year? 

A blanket to put around your tree is fun 
to make and is beautiful when finished. 

You will need one yard of white 36-inch 
quilted plastic fabric, some old Christmas 
cards, and some sequins or glitter. For your 
pattern, make a circle 36 inches in diameter. 
Lay the pattern on the material and cut out. 
Cut scallops, as shown in illustration. Pink- 
ing the edges with pinking shears will make 
your cover more attractive. Cut a straight line 
from an outer edge to the center of the circle 
and make a hole large enough to fit around 
the tree. 

Cut pictures from old Christmas cards or 
greeting cards and glue one in each scallop. 
Glue smaller pictures or odd-shaped sequins 
over the surface. See illustration. Brush a 
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little glue here and there and sprinkle with 
sequins or glitter. This adds extra sparkle 
and beauty to the cover. 

The sequins or glitter of various colors 
may be purchased in small, inexpensive pack- 
ages at any dime store. If you work with 
several of your friends, you can share your 
materials and expenses. These covers make 
lovely gifts for your friends. 


CRAYON APRON 


BY PEGGY ANN OWINGS 


Tinie will soon be here, and we are 
all eagerly searching for new ideas for 
Christmas gifts. For a younger brother or 
sister or some little friend, maybe you would 
like to make a crayon apron. After you see 
how easy it is to make, you will probably 
want to make several. 

You will need a 16-inch piece of plain 
colored denim (or similar material), a 3-inch 
piece of striped or some contrasting colored 
denim, and a package of bias tape. 

From the 16-inch piece of material cut a 


piece 14 inches wide and fold in half (Fig. 
1). Measure up the side 10 inches and mark 
A (Fig. 1). Measure across the top 21, 
inches from fold and mark B (Fig. 1). Cut 
from A to B, as indicated by dotted line (Fig. 
1). 


From the 3-inch piece of material cut a 
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SANTA’S PACK 


BY MARION ULLMARK 


Tas YEAR, why not share Christmas with 
everyone who comes to your door? You can 
share with the mailman, the deliverymen, 
the paper boy, your friends, your neighbors 
and even the neighbors’ pets! 

Cover a shopping bag with bright, gay 
Christmas pictures cut from magazines and 
old Christmas cards. Paste them on in a 
happy, mixed-up pattern. Tie a big red bow 
on the handles. 

Fill the bag with popcorn balls, juicy red 
apples, golden oranges, and small packages 
of cookies and candy. You can fill the bag 
with any one of these gifts or a combina- 
tion of all of them. Tuck in, too, a couple of 
rubber bones and catnip mice for your four- 
footed friends. 


Hang your Santa’s pack in the front hall a 
few days before Christmas and share its 
goodies with everyone who comes to the 
door. Sharing is fun. Try it and see. 


piece 14 inches wide. This is for the crayon 
pocket. Bind the top edge with bias tape and 
baste the piece across the bottom of the 
apron (Fig. 2). By stitching 1-inch spaces 
through the 3-inch strip (Fig. 2), you will 
make the individual pockets for the crayons. 
After you have finished stitching the crayon 
pocket, finish the edge of the apron by run- 
ning a binding down one side of the apron, 
across the bottom, and up the other side. 
Bind the top from B to B. Next, stitch a 
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binding from A to B, allowing about 12 
inches of tape on each end for ties around 
the neck and around the waist. 

Cut a piece of the contrasting material 
about 2 by 3 inches, bind, and stitch on 
(Fig. 2). This is a pocket to hold the scis- 
sors. 

Now wasn’t that easy? And aren’t you 
happy to have such an attractive gift for 
some younger child? With the crayons in 
the pocket, it will be a welcome gift. 
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Mare CHRISTMAS, fellow collectors! May 
this joyous season bring you much happi- 
ness, and may jolly old Saint Nicholas bring 
you some fine new and beautiful stamps for 
your collection. 

Christmas is dear to us because it is the 
day on which we celebrate the birth of Jesus, 
the Christ child whom we love. Our hearts 
rejoice when we hear the beloved story of 
Mary and Joseph, their journey to Bethle- 
hem, the birth of Jesus in the stable, the 
song of the angels, proclaiming “Glory to 
God in the highest,” the humble shepherds 
coming to see the newborn Babe, and the 
Wise Men of the East bringing precious 
gifts to Him. 

Many great artists have painted pictures 
of the Madonna and Child, showing Jesus 
in the arms of Mary, His mother. Several 
years ago the Saar issued a series of three 


large stamps, each of which pictures @ 
famous painting of Mary holding Jesus. Fog 
our Christmas gift to you, we illustrate oneiiy 
of them, the “Madonna and Child,” by 
celebrated painter Hans Holbein. The othetamm 


two stamps, which we do not have space ti 


illustrate, picture the “Sistine Madonna,” bya 

Raphael, and the “Madonna and Child,” byl 

Albrecht Durer. 
A number of other countries have issued 


stamps picturing Christmas subjects, and wel 


list a few of them. A stamp that was issued iam 
by Brazil in 1939 pictures the three Wisé 
Men and the Star of Bethlehem. A Hum 
garian stamp, issued in 1943, pictures the 


shepherds hearing the angelic chorus. Jolly 
old Santa Claus’ portrait adorns two stampsi 


that were issued by Cuba in 1954. a 

If you have any of these or other Christ a 
mas stamps, we hope that you give them aim 
prominent place in your stamp album 9 


that they will remind you each time youma™ 


look at them of the happiness that Christ 
mas brings to everyone. 
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THE PERFECT CHRIGTMAG GIFT 
FOR ANY TEEMAGER YOU KWOW 


You is the magazine designed especially for teen-age boys 
and girls, so naturally all teen-agers like to read it. Its stories 
and articles are up to the minute—packed with practical 
Christian ideas and the best in reading entertainment. 

The December number features an unusual story by Helen 
L. Renshaw, titled, “We've Noticed.” It’s about a girl who 
is a reporter on her school paper. 

The December You will also have other stories, articles, 
pictures, and special holiday features. In addition to the won- 
derful Christmas number, your friends will receive eleven 
more fine numbers of You; and they will also receive a pretty 
card telling them the gift is from you. Order Y ox for all your 
teen-age friends today. Subscriptions are only $1 a year. 


Teen-agers will also like the book Practical Christianity 
for You, It contains a collection of interesting and helpful 
articles that were first published in You magazine and were 
written by the editor of You, James E. Sweaney. Practical 
Christianity for Y ou is priced at only $1 a copy. 


YOU 


LEE’S SUMMIT, MISSOURI 


Answers to Puzzles he did very much wish he could go along 


W hat Three Words? 
| as Bese’ Wier. But, by now, he had learned to be happy 
| whenever he was doing good. So he just 
| A Special Place shone his very brightest; and he smiled and 
School. smiled and SMILED. His heart was full of 
love for everybody. 
A Riddle 


And then, looking down, he saw a stable. 


A male katydid. In the manger lay a beautiful Baby. It was 

: the most beautiful Baby Twinkie had ever 

seen, and his own rays seemed to be re- 

Twinkie’s First Christmas flected from the Baby's face. And then he 
(Continued from page 35) knew! 


He knew that this was the Christ Child 
him to be sure not to move from that one and that he, Twinkie, had been chosen to 
spot! So he did exactly as she said, though _— shine over the manger where He lay. 
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Hi, everybody! A very merry Christmas to you from me and 
from all the WEE WISDOM staff. We hope you're enjoying 
your Christmas WEE WISDOM with its special holiday stories 
and features. 

Editor Jane Palmer wants me to remind you that WEE 
WISDOM makes the perfect Christmas gift for any friend 
about your age. If you order a Christmas gift subscription for 
someone now, it will begin with the special Christmas number 
—just like yours—and it will be announced with a pretty 
Christmas card that tells your friend the gift comes from you. 

WEE WISDOM gift subscriptions cost just $2 a year, so 
have Mother or Daddy help you make out an order for your 
friends, and get your Christmas shopping done this easy way! 

While you are ordering, remember that the same people 
who publish WEE WISDOM also offer nine books for boys 
and girls. Any one of these books makes a wonderful gift, and 
each one sells for just $1. You may want some of them as 
Christmas presents for yourself, too! The stories in the books 
are all good, and they have plenty of pictures. Here is a list 
of them: 


Crybaby Kangaroo 
: Barky and His Friends 
Barky’s New Home 


These three books are collections of read-aloud stories like ; 


those you enjoy in WEE WISDOM, by Georgia Tucker Smith. 


They are 8 by 1014 inches in size, with lots of animal drawings. q 


Jet’s Adventures 
Jet and the New Country 


in the early days of the West. Written by Bula Hahn, they are 
bound in red and illustrated with pen-and-ink drawings. 


Adventures of the Seven Spartans 


Here are fourteen fascinating stories about the members of 7 
the Spartan Club, by Lawrent Lee. These stories are illus- | 


trated with unusual silhouette drawings. 


Thank Y ou, God (for younger children) 
Teach Me to Pray (for older children) 


pictures in full color. 


Each book is only $1 a copy from: 


a4, 
(His Mark) 
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Jet’s Choice q 
These three books present exciting stories of a pioneer family @ 


Two books about prayer by Bill and Bernard Ga 
Martin. They are 8 by 1014 inches in size, with § 
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